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The Word-Made-Flesh 
Must Be Shown Youth 


By Catherine de Hueck 


Dear Sister, Modern Catholic Youth, even as their 
elders, even as the world at large, are hungry for God and 
His truths. Hungry, as they never were before. And no 


wonder. 


All around them values crumble. The false gods 
that mankind has set up with such a fanfare have become 
monsters that threaten to swallow them. Behold the god 
of science that was to set men free, so they thought—and 


who instead has begotten A 
bombs and H bombs, that 
threaten to destroy the 
earth! 

The god of power has be- 
come so immense that man 
cannot manage him any 
more. Wisdom, divorced from 
the True Source of ALL Wis- 
dom, has led man into a 
desert of intellectual a- 
chievements unwatered by 
Charity. 

A Sterile World 

No wonder that in _ this 
parched and sterile world of 
machines, science, and wis- 
dom that isn’t Wisdom, 
youth desperately searches 
for Realities that will give a 
goal to life, and lead them 
to Light instead of the dark- 
ness of despair. 

This kind of hunger can- 
not be satiated with gruels. 
This kind of search needs 
special equipment. This kind 
of thirst cannot be slaked 
with sweet pops. No! 

THE FULLNESS OF 
CHRIST AND HIM CRUCI- 
FIED MUST BE GIVEN TO 
THEM. THE BOND OF PER- 
FECTION — CHARITY 
SHOWN TO THEM ... or 
they shall be lost! 

Of these things I spoke to 
you in my last letter. Well 
I know that the task before 
you is superhuman ... in 
fact SUPER-NATURAL. Yet 
it is YOURS just because of 
that fact. For you are dedi- 
cated to a life above nature 
—a life in God, a_ super- 
natural life. 

Yet, even as I write these 
words, my heart’ under- 
stands. Understands that 
you shrink before the task. 
In fear and trembling you 
cover your face with your 
hands, and fall on your 
knees before your Love. 

For you are a woman too. 
True, you are a dedicated 
woman, one “set apart’. Yet 
you are stil a frail, ordinary 
woman. Lonely too. Subject- 
ed to others. Living in Com- 
munity, but walking alone. 

No Easy Life 

Life is not easy. Nor do the 
convent walls soften its 
hardness. If anything they 
accentuate it, for life in a 
convent is deliberately cruci- 
form. And His Cross was 
hard. It was made of green, 
rough wood. It was unplaned 
and full of splinters, small 
and large. You deliberately 
chose to lie on it! 

This “lying on the cross” 
in itself is a life’s task. To 
die to self is goal enough for 
any person. To so live that 
one may, at the end of one’s 
life, say truthfully with St. 


Paul, “I live not, Christ live- 
th in me” — presupposes a 
thousand deaths. It presup- 
poses too a life filled with 
constant prayers, self deni- 
als, mortifications. 

The convent provides all 
of these, for your taking. 

But here you are being 
asked to do more. You are 
being asked to lift this sign 
of salvation before the clear 
eyes of youth and explain to 
them that, if they want hap- 
piness, peace, and joy that 
surpasses all understanding, 
they too must lie on the 
Cross. They must lie on it 
because they are in love with 
Him Who first hung upon 
it, in utter desolation and 
agony, for love of them. 

Learn And Teach 

Yes, while you yourself are 
painfully learning the ways 
of LOVE, you are asked to 
teach youth both its joys and 
its pains. 

As I write these words, 
because you have asked me 
to do so, my heart fills with 
a deep compassion, a deep 
abiding love for you. I see 
your long day, filled with 
humble, and monotonous 
tasks. I see you walking con- 
stantly in company with 
Brother Routine called a- 
mongst you—Horarium — 
and whom I know to be clad 
in the most unyielding 
garments ever worn. I see 
too your gray days, your 
days of doubt, temptation, 
and utter weariness. And 
before all these, I almost 
falter. 

Again, awe, love, respect 
overcome me; and words be- 
come heavy and hard to 
choose. But before me also 
rise the faces of youth.... 
and behind them the faces 
of all mankind. I have touch- 
ed their hunger. I have dwelt 
with their thirst. I have seen 
their search for God and His 
Truths. I have lived and 
shared their utter desolation 
and darkness. 

Before these, I know I 
cannot let you down. Be- 
cause you have asked me... 
I must speak the truth and 
nothing but the fulness of 
the truth. And the truth is— 

YOU MUST CLOTH THE 
WORD WITH YOUR FLESH 
... AND SHOW IT, IN ITS 
FULLNESS, TO YOUTH! 
UNLESS YOU DO THIS, 
EVEN AT THE PRICE OF 
HEALTH AND LIFE IT- 
SELF, YOU WILL NOT BE 
TRUE TO YOUR SUBLIME 
VOCATION. 

God bless you. 





Catherine. 








| Gas heart and one soul 





Among The 
Lonely Hills 


W. C. Dwyer 











The story of the Faith, 
among these lonely hills, 
does not lay any claim to 
even slightly great events, 
or dramatic or world-stirring 
happenings. The Torch has 
never burned here, with any 
great intensity. 

Neither, for example, has 
the sky overhead reflected 
the brilliancy of that meteor 
of sacrifice for Christ, which 
now is returning to the 
haunts of the Jesuit marytrs, 
at Midland, not more than 
125 miles away. 

“Here And There 

As the crow flies, just 100 
miles from here towards the 
setting sun, there is a wom- 
an with the stigmata of the 
Savior. Her name has gone 
around the world, the far 
world. Locally, with the ex- 
ception of myself, no one 
knows anything about her. 
Like the beams of the radio 
range station, that seem to 
skip the immediate vicinity, 
recognition of this woman’s 
periodic and mystic martry- 
dom of the Cross, is better 
appreciated in far off Africa 
than it is right here. 
Entering her parish for 
the purpose of delivering a 
lecture on rural life and 
credit unions, the first lay 
nr og I met after Mass, was 
his very unassuming house- 
wife, who weekly goes 
through Gethsemani and 
Golgotha for the sake of her 
Savior. 

The brilliancy of her 
heroic service to Jesus cru- 
cified, however, does not 
emit even the faintest glow 
on our horizon. The records 
of our way of life are rather 
like the constant progress of 
the sun radiating the bless- 
ings of the day. 





(Continued on Page Three) 





A Valiant Priest Dies 
Alleluia! Alleluia! 


A dear friend of Friendship House, of Restoration, 
and of Catholic Action, went to meet all the other saints 
a few weeks ago. He was a white-haired, jovial, benevolent, 
valiant old priest—Father Joseph B. Ferguson of Wark- 


worth, Ontario. 


It was a shock to hear that he had died suddenly, 


sitting in his big chair, on 
the little Canadian village. 

It was a_ devastating 
shock. It left one numb for 
a few minutes. And then— 
and then one wanted to 
shout “Alleluia!”’; one want- 
ed to drop on his knees and 
say, “Father, remember 
me!”, one wanted to collect 
all his letters, all his gifts, 
everything he had touched, 
and set them aside as relics. 

Friend In Need 

Friendship House had not 
been long established 
nearly twenty years ago — 
when Father Ferguson be- 
came one of its greatest 
friends, one of its most fre- 
quent visitors, one of its 
most generous benefactors. 

When the little  settle- 
ment house in the slums of 
Toronto was feeding the 
down-and-outs, the “bums,” 
the hoboes, the ‘wobblies” 
and all the other “brothers 
Christopher,” Father Fergu- 
son was of inestimable help. 

How many hundred bags 
of potatoes he sent, how 
many sides of beef, how 
many dressed hogs, how 
many bushels of assorted 
groceries, no one of us can 
tell; probably only the angels 
kept count. ‘ 

“I want a bag of potatoes 
from every farmer,” Father 
would tell his congregation 
on a Sunday morning. “I 
want it for the unemployed 
men being fed at Friendship 
House. A bag of potatoes 
isn’t very much to you. But 
it means life or death to 
them.” 

Life or death? Perhaps it 
meant more than that too. 
Out of the thousands of men 
who came to Friendship 
House during the years of 
the Depression, out of the 
tatterdemalion army of 
“bums, moochers, cadgers, 
loafers, bindle-stiffs, ne’er- 
do-wells—” or use your own 
names for them—out of this 
pitiful assortment of home- 
less and hopeless men, seven 
became Catholic priests. 
What would have happened 
to those seven if they had 
not been fed at Friendship 
House, if Father Ferguson 
had not obtained potatoes 
for them, and beef, and pork, 
and other things men must 
have? 


His Charity 

Father was a big man, a 
tremendous man. His char- 
ity was bigger than himself. 
It was as big as the needs of 
the world. 

He knew the world. He 
knew men. He knew evil. He 
knew all that any man 
might know of things in this 
wretched world. He left the 


the veranda of his home in 


seminary some years before 
the day set for his ordina- 
tion. He left it because he 
was not sure that he wanted 
to be a priest. He felt he was 
not worthy to be a man of 
God. And he felt that, per- 
haps, God had other plans 
for him. So, for years he 
lived as other men live, work- 
ing, fighting, studying, play- 
ing, enjoying adventures on 
land and sea — looking al- 
ways for some signpost that 
would guide him to the spot 
God had for him to fill. 

“I enjoyed those years,” he 
has said often, “‘yet I cannot 
say that I was ever entirely 
happy. There was always 
something lacking. Then, 
one day, the truth came to 
me. I never could be happy 
save by loving and serving 
God! I had tried everything 
else. Nothing had _ wholly 
satisfied me. Now... now—” 

The way he smiled filled 
in the words he did not say. 

There was a man in Chi- 
cago whom Father Ferguson 
loved and admired, a holy 
man who had been a street 
Sweeper, a mystic named 
Patrick Jordan. 

Father Ferguson met this 
man maybe forty years ago. 
He went to him to ask his 
prayers for a priest who had 
been accidentally killed. 

Pray For Him 
_ “Ah, poor Father Keat- 
ing,” Mr. Jordan said when 
he heard the dead priest’s 
name. “Of course we’ll pray 
for him.” 

“Did you know him, Mr. 
Jordan?” the surprised Fr. 
Ferguson asked. 

“I know him now,” the old 
man answered. 

They knelt, to say three 
Hail Marys for the poor souls 
in Purgatory, and then to 
ask the holy souls to pray 
for their intentions. Mr. 
Jordan used to assert that, 
unless it was against the will 
of God, the holy souls would 
work miracles for all those 
who prayed for them. 

In the middle of the 
second Hail Mary, Mr. Jor- 
dan cried out in great ex- 
citement, “Oh, we needn’t 
pray for Father Keating, 
Joseph. I see his face shining 
in glory before the Lord. 
Never have I been granted 
so beautiful a vision. Let us 
finish our prayers for some 
other friend who has died. 
Father Keating doesn’t need 
our poor supplications.” 

Somehow, all of us who 
knew Father Ferguson feel 
that we should not weep for 
him, that rather we should 
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WHERE LOVE IS—GOD IS 


The hunger of men for God, in our times, is 
frightening. It is like a sea. First it laps gently at the 
feet of anyone who tries to serve God to the best of 
his ability. Soon it mounts like a tide, threatening to 
engulf and drown him. 


The hunger of men for God is infinite, and 
thousands, nay millions, must have arisen, in these 
days and started out in search of Him, that their 
hunger might be sated. 


And yet — there is that terrible question... . 
WHY ISN’T THIS HUNGER SATED? . . . WHY ISN’T 
MANKIND BEING FILLED? ... WHY IS THE TIDE 
GROWING AND GROWING, AND NOT BEING LED 
INTO THE ONLY CHANNELS OF TRUTH EXIST- 
ING—THE CATHOLIC CHURCH? 


Is it because the chasm between ordinary men 
and women and the clergy has become so deep as to 
be unbridgeable? 


The popes speak of this, urging their priests 
to “go to the poor.” 


Or is it because there aren’t enough priests 
and those we have must be busy about so many other 
things that they have little time to serve this hunger? 


Or is this indeed the century of the laity, who 
have been called again and again by the Holy See 
to live up to their apostolicity, their specific partici- 
pation in the Royal Priesthood of Christ? If so, it is 
becoming painfully evident that few have answered 
the call. 


Unless we Catholics, lay and clerical, wake up, 
the feet of the seekers will falter in despair . . . and 
the tide of hunger will channelize itself into the dark 
marshes of the kingdom of Satan. 





Nature—and super nature—abhor a vacuum. 
Emptiness must be filled. If truth fails to fill the void 
of men’s souls . . . lies will. , 


There is only one other answer, one other 
complete synthesized philosophy that men will turn 
to. That is Communism. It must never be forgotten 
that Satan is the greatest intellect existing, after 
God; and that he is quite capable of presenting men 
with such a seemingly complete answer that their 
minds, weary with the search; will embrace it for lack 
of being directed to THE ABSOLUTE GOOD .... 
WHICH IS LOVE. . . WHICH IS GOD. 


How can we be so blind . . . we Catholics who 
in our sinful hands hold the fullness of Truth? How 
can we fail to FEED THE HUNGRY HEARTS .... 
AND ASSUAGE THE THIRSTY SOULS ... we who 
well know that on doing so, or not doing so, depends 
our eternal salvation—or our everlasting torment? 


We shall not be able to marshal any excuses 
before God . . . For well we know that when we turn 
men away from our doors—hungry . . . we turn away 
Christ. bi tums 


I turned HIM from my 
heart today 

He was with you— 

The voice within me was 
so small 

And yet...I1 knew... 


I turned you from my 
door today; 

Your step was slow— 

Almost relenting, 
hesitant 

I watched you go. 


And if Christ says to you, or me—“I was hungry 
for the truth, and you fed me not’—what answer 
shall we make? 























You have probably read 
all about Winston Church- 
ill’s speech to the Danes, in 
which he hinted that the 
schools throughout the 
world had something more 
to do than to turn out 
engineers. 

You can, I venture to say, 
quote exactly what he said 
about the need for forming 
character in the young, the 
need for teaching them not 
so much how to make a liv- 
ing as how to live. 

Winnie And Life 


And you have probably 
also read that special issue 
of Life magazine that de- 
voted its entire space — out- 
side of advertising, of course 
—to schools, school person- 
nel, school buildings, school 
clothing, school studies, 
school techniques, etc., etc. 

What you do not know, 
is that Life Magazine 
got its idea that school 
is important, and Winston 
Churchill got his idea that 
character is important, from 
the author of Five Acre 
Meditations. 

I cannot prove it, of 
course, but I assure you both 
the magazine and the great 
statesman, had their spies 
present in Pembroke last 
September when I made my 
little talk to the Catholic 
Teachers of Ontario. 

I have always wanted to 
express my views on educa- 
tion. The opportunity was 
given me. I took it. But, 
naturally I didn’t expect Mr. 
Churchill to steal my stuff; 
nor Life magazine to take 
the hint that education was 
a great subject for discus- 
sion. 

I told the teachers that I 
both envied and pitied them. 
I envied them because they 
have such a splendid chance 
to make saints. I pitied them 
for more reasons than one, 
but especially for the pun- 
ishment that would be theirs 
if they wantonly neglected 
this duty. 

Some of my listeners un- 
doubtedly thought I was a 
dope, a fanatic, a boor, a 
detestable cad — egad — or 
a phoney evangelist. But 
they listened. It is possible 
the thought was new to 
some of them—the thought 
that it is a teacher’s duty to 
make saints of children. Per- 
haps it startled them. 

Why Are We Here? 

But there is logic in the 
thought. Take it from the 
beginning, Cyril, and follow 
through. What are we here 
for? For what did God in- 
tend us? 

To be school teachers, 
cigar - makers, button - hole 
workers, factory owners, air- 

lane designers, animal 

rainers, pretzel- benders, 
famous movie stars, million- 
aire prize fighters or 
saints? 

Then why aren’t we 
saints? 

Is it because nobody has 
taught us to be saints? 

Of course, if one teaches 
music, and doesn’t love 
music, and doesn’t know a 
lot about music, she cannot 
really teach music. So, if one 
has the duty to teach san- 
ctity, to mold little minds 
in the love of God and the 
doing of the will of God, one 
must sanctify herself before 
she teaches. 

Sometime ago a woman 
writing for Restoration said 
that one of the things that 
shocked her was that grad- 


uates of Catholic schools in 
Canada and the United 
oar had not set the world 


e. 
Here, she pointed out, the 





schools were open to all. No 


FIVE ACRE MEDITATIONS 


by Eddie Doherty 








armed guards, no group of 
spies, no set of laws, barred 
anybody from learning all 
he could about God and the 
things of God, nor from 
practicing the religion of the 
Son of God. 


She said it was a truism], . 


that the more one knew 
about God, the more one 
would love God. And where, 
she asked, would a boy or a 
girl go to learn about God? 
Where in the world except 
to a Catholic school? And 
then— 





What They Teach 
Well, what does a boy or 
a girl learn in a Catholic 
school? He learns reading, 
writing, and arithmetic. He 
learns baseball, and football, 


and handball, and other 
sports. Maybe he also learns 
how to play a guitar, or to 
beat out a boogy-woogy tune 
on the piano. Maybe she 
learns how to sew or cook— 
though that seems a little 
far-fetched to say. Maybe 
she also learns how to speak 
so that the old lady in the 
last row in the theatre will 
hear her plainly. 

But does he learn to love 
and serve God—this Catho- 
lic boy who was born to be 
a saint? 

Does she learn what God 
is—that Catholic girl whom 
God wants to have with Him 
for all eternity — and that 
God is in her neighbor—and 
that the way to love and 
serve God best is to love and 
serve that neighbor? 

We turn out smart young 
men and women from our 
Catholic institutions. Fine 
musicians. Great baseball 
players. (Babe Ruth was 
one.) Outstanding engineers, 
astronomers, geologists, doc- 
tors, jurists, writers, actress- 
es, bingo players. 

We do not turn out very 
many saints. 

And that is scandalous. 

The Enemy’s Saints 

The Germany of the twist- 
ed cross used to turn out 
millions of Nazi saints. 

The Russia of Anti-Christ 
—and all her satellite coun- 
tries—turn out millions and 
millions of Communist 
saints. 

Saints of hell! 

They turn out smart mus- 
icians, astronomers, writers, 
and mathematicians also, 
these teachers who hated, 
and still hate, God. 

Please. Don’t get me 
wrong. I am not against 
educating boys and girls to 
be tops in any line of human 


endeavor. I am in favor 
of developing top-notch 
doctors, lawyers, football 


tacklers, and tuba players. 
But I do not see why a good 








tuba player, for instance, 
(Continued on Page Four) 


The B’s Corner 


Again I am frightened. 
For once more—on another 
lecture tour — I sense the 
hunger of men for God, all 
around me. 

I have sensed it before. 
But lately, I feel its growth 
in intensity . . . in velocity 
. in depths that seem al- 
most to touch despair. Today 
it overwhelms me. 

At times it appears to be- 
come a turbulent angry sea, 
that — rising, rising—beats 
in tremendous waves against 
the doors of my heart, soul 
and mind .. . clamoring to 
see the face of the Lord that 
dwells therein. 

Fear possesses me_ then, 
for a second or two com- 
pletely. I want to turn and 
run, from that terrible sight, 
and to hide in a solitude that 
knows not men. 

To See The Lord 

But I know I cannot do 
this. Weak, sinful, un- 
equipped as I am to fill any- 
one’s hunger for God, let 
alone: that of multitudes, I 
MUST open the small con- 
fines of my selfish heart... 
the dark-narrowness of my 
soul, and let men see the 
Lord Who deigns to inhabit 
them. 

ForI...even as ALL my 
fellow-Catholics . . . have 
been baptized in the NAME 
OF THE FATHER, THE 
SON, AND THE HOLY 
GHOST. I, as they, have 
through Confirmation been 
made an Apostle of Christ 
in my own lay fashion. I, as 
they, through Communion, 
have become again and a- 
gain one with Him Whom 
they seek. And because of 
this, I, as they, am a temple 
wherein Christ, His Father, 
and the Holy Ghost, make 
their abode. I must not, can- 
not, deny my fellow men a 
sight of Him...inme.... 
knowing that my weakness 
can become their strength 
then, and my unworthiness 
their hope. 

Our century must speak 
IN SILENCE. For words to- 
day have lost all meaning. 
The hunger of men for God 
rises in silence . . . and seeks 
its answer in SILENCE. 

Bones Of Lies 


Yes. Men demand silence 
today, that strange pregnant 
silence in which they can 
concentrate on their search 
for Truth. They have seen 
the rotting bones of lies, 
through the covering of 
putrid flesh — the rattling 
noisy bones. 

Unknowingly they search, 
I think, for the silence of 
Advent. The Advent of long, 
long ago, when a Woman 
wrapped in Silence for nine 
long months, clothed THE 
WORD THAT WAS GOD .. 
WITH HER FLESH. 

With the intuition and the 
grace of children, men have 
arisen in search of that 
Advent. And that is why 
their hunger surrounds us 
Catholics today. For isn’t 
this what we were born for, 
why we were made members 
of His Spouse, the Church? 
That you and I should dwell 
in that silence of Advent all 
our lives, clothing again 
THE WORD THAT IS GOD 
.. . WITH THE FLESH OF 
OUR LIVES ... DEEDS... 
LOVE ... for all men to see 
.. . all men to find .. . and, 
finding, be at rest!!! ! 

Behold the tragic Magi 
of the twentieth century; 
who have to walk endlesaky 
under starless skies, seeking 
... but never finding .. . the 
Light of the World. The skies 
are starless because you and 
I have allowed the smoke 
and fog of our gray, loveless, 


complacent, indifferent - 
(Gontisued on Page Three)” 
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As you already may know 
I am on a lecture trip and 
this column must be written 
“en route.” Therefore it may 
become a sort of crazy-quilt 
pattern of all kinds of im- 
pressions, people, and ideas 
I have met along the way. 


First amongst them is 
Friendship House Conven- 
tion. Representatives of each 
House gather together once 
a year to discuss our way of 
life and our work. We take 
stock, and set a course for 
the year to come. 

A Virginia Farm 


I love our Conventions. It 
is such a joy to me to see my 
spiritual children together, 
and to note the growth of 
the work, and of each work- 
er, in wisdom and grace. 

This year brought us the 
gift of a farm in Virginia. 
And thus another dream of 
mine has come true. Friend- 
ship House has moved below 
the Mason-Dixie line. Alle- 
luia. For in the U.S.A. it is 
dedicated to the fight for 
Interracial Justice. And 
where can one fight better 
than in places where segre- 
gation, that traversy of jus- 
tice, is the law of the land? 

Since, this year, our Con- 
vention was held at our Bl. 
Martin Farm, near Newburg, 
N.Y., I had the joy of visiting 
Maryfarm, located nearby, 
which forms a part of the 
Catholic Worker Apostolate. 

There I met again, after 
a long’ separation, Jane 
O’Donnell, who was one of 
the first Friendship House 
Staff Workers in Harlem. 
Jane left us to go to the 
Grail, and then she went to 
the Catholic Worker, where 
she has stayed for many 
years. 

It was good to see her, to 
see Maryfarm with its beau- 
ty of simplicity and holy 
poverty, to pray in its little 
chapel, and to get to know 
the residing chaplain, and 
all those who live and work 
there. 

Missed Dorothy Day 

I was sorry I missed Dor- 
othy Day. But her presence 
permeates the place. And 
while I visited the chapel, I 
thanked the Lord for her 
and her co-workers. For it is 
to her and them that I owe 
my perseverence in the Apos- 
tolate of ng House. 
It was their unfailing zeal 
that spurred me on, when 
mine flagged. It was their 
charity that revived me 
when, tired and lonely, I was 
ready to give up. 

Thank you Dorothy. 
Thank you, all past and 
present members of the Ca- 
tholic Worker. 

Another joy of my travels 
was to meet again some of 
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our Summer School groups. 
In Montreal we all had sup- 
per together. And it was 
good to see how the truths 
learned through the grace of 
God and the efforts of saint- 
ly priests at Madonna House, 
have borne fruits in them. 

They formed a_ group. 
Auxiliaries of F.H., they call 
themselves. But their work 
takes them into many places. 
Some have also joined the 
Young Catholic Workers, 
and are busy in the cell apos- 
tolates. Some hope soon to 
start helping the poor. 
Others are clarifying their 
hearts for higher vocations. 
Everywhere there is the 
breath of the Holy Spirit 
abroad. DEO GRATITAS. 

Stream of Men 

It seems that a constant 
stream of young men is 
making ready to come to 
Madonna House, Comber- 
mere. They have heard that 
in its peace and quiet, in its 
life of prayer and work, they 
can find the answers to the 
many questions that fill 
their hearts. Gladly we will 
welcome them, for it is part 
of the Lay Apostolate of 
Catholic Action ... to make 
straight the ways of the Lord 
in the hearts of men. 

Dear Seminarian, my 
third book, which I sold to 
Bruce this summer is out. 
It was nice to catch a 
glimpse of it in a book store. 
Fervently I pray that it may 
help some future priest to 
see the Lay Apostolate clear- 
ly, and help its growth con- 
stantly. 

I saw Lorraine Cote, who 
spent her whole summer 
with us, and I was glad to 
find that she wanted to 
come back to Madonna 
House—to stay. That means, 
now, that we will welcome 
two new Staff Workers To 
Be this year, Lorraine and 
Dorothy Phillips from Mon- 
treal. 

There are two more con- 
sidering the same step. God 
is so good to us. Maybe soon 
we will have that second 
Friendship House in Canada 
we have been hoping for. 

Bob Lax, who has written 
some of the most sublime 
verse ever printed, left Ma- 
donna House recently on a 
pilgrimage to Rome. He may 
return to us before Christ- 
mas. And he expects to make 
Madonna House his head- 
quarters for many years to 
come. We hope he spends 
the rest of his life here. 

It is nice to travel, but oh, 
so much nicer to come home. 

Christmas is almost upon 
us. And with it, the need for 
Christmas cheer, and pres- 
ents for sO many, many 
children and adults! Please 
remember us in your charity. 
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(Continued from Page Two) 
less lives to darken even the 
wide horizons of God. 

Gospel Of Hate 

Does all this sound in- 
volved? Complicated? It 
should not, for it simply 
means, that we should a- 
waken to the realization that 
unless WE LIVE CHRIS- 
TIANITY FULLY ... THE 
CHRISTIANITY OF THE 
GOSPELS OF LOVE ...THE 
GOSPEL OF HATE WILL 
PREVAIL. For nature abhors 
a vacuum ... and unless 
men’s hearts are filled with 
God they will be filled with 
darkness . . . which to us 
will mean destruction and 
death . . . not only in this 
world, but also in the next. 
For he who lets the hungry 
go unfilled will dwell in Hell. 

Do you understand now 
why I am frightened again? 
Wherever I go, I see men’s 
hunger for God remaining 
unfilled ... Nay ... worse 
than that, I see that hunger 
ridiculed, laughed at .. . des- 
pised. There is left, in some, 
only the mptiness of despair; 
which, under my very eyes, 
seemes to turn to hate! 

Oh I know that you, like 
myself, feel utterly inade- 
quate to fill that hunger. 
But then who, born of wom- 
an, is adequate? 

Yet in God we can do all 
things. Let us, then, steep 
ourselves in that very silence 
and prayer of Advent, im- 
ploring Him who IS the 
Word .. . to make our whole 
lives HIS FLESH .. . so that 
once more, through us, He 
can walk the earth... Be 
seen and touched by men... 
and fill their hunger for 
Him. 

By doing so... we shall 
bring peace, love, and the 
tranquility of God’s order 
into this hapless world, and 
make it whole again .. . and 
all His. 

In the process we shall be 
filled ourselves. 


LOVE YOUR 
NEIGHBOR 


Spread your charity over 
the whole world, if you will 
love Christ, for the members 
of Christ are spread over the 
whole world. 

If you love but a part you 
are separated; if you are 
separated you are not in the 
body; if you are not in the 
body, you are not under the 
head, 

What is the use of be- 
lieving and _ blaspheming? 
You adore Him in the head, 
you blaspheme Him in the 
body. He loves His body. If 
yon separate yourself of His 

ody, the head does not for 
that matter, separate itself 
from the body. 

“In vain do you honor 
Me,” the Head cries to you 
from Heaven, “in vain do 
you honor me.” 

It is as if somebody want- 
ed to kiss your face, while 
stepping on your feet. With 
his hobnailed boots he 
crushes your feet while he 
tries to take hold of your 
head and kiss it; do you not 
interrupt his show of respect 
with the cry, “What are you 
doing man? You are hurting 
me!” 


Thus did our Lord Jesus 
Christ before ascending into 
Heaven recommend to us His 
body through which He was 
to remain on earth. He could 
see that many would honor 
Him in His glory, but He 
could see that their honor 
would be of no use, for they 
would have contempt for His 
members on earth. 

—Saint Augustine 
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(Continued from Page Two) 
shouldn’t also be a good 
Catholic, a potential saint. 
Do you? The better the Ca- 
tholic, the better the music- 
ian. The better the musician, 
the better the Catholic. 

All talent comes from God. 
It is being used best when it 
works to give honor and 
praise and glory to God. A 
talent is given only as a help 
to the attaining of heaven. 

If you foster the talent, 
but neglect—or disdain—to 
foster the desire and the pur- 
pose of attaining heaven, 
God help you, and God help 
the world. 

Yep. Mr. Churchill stole 
my ideas. But he didn’t quite 
understand them, I guess. 
He wants character devel- 
oped. Me—I want the soul 
developed. 

And, yep again, Life mag- 
azine got excited at my in- 
sistence on the right kind of 
education. It didn’t come 
right out and say that unless 
we graduated many saints 
in the United States and 
Canada the world would go 
to hell. Uh-uh! It isn’t the 
kind of magazine to say that. 
But it did manage to give 
you an idea of how we, on 
this continent, stress every- 
thing in Education except 
the knowledge and the love 
of God. 


All I have to add is that 
Winnie is welcome also to 
this piece in Restoration. So 
is Life. 


oO 
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(Continued from Page One) 
Tempo of Nature 

The blessings that some 
have cherished here are free- 
dom to worship at our altars, 
the security and _ content- 
ment of home and family, 
frugality and toil. For the 
rest—well—life just moved 
among the hills with the 
tempo of Nature and 
Nature’s children. 

This narrative, then, be- 
cause of the absence of high- 
lights, cannot be anything 
but a procession of flash- 
backs, of vignettes of life, of 











snapshots along the way. To 
me, these are packed with 
drama, pathos, and some- 
times with the essence of 
mirth. All in miniature, of 
course. But, since ordinary 
life is made up of little 
things, these same should 
have some interest or amuse- 
ment for us all. 

One of the biggest draw- 
backs to our little parish, as 
well as many others, over a 
period of years, is the con- 
tinued depopulation of the 
smaller and rural centers. 
One may valiantly try to rise 
and shine daily, but it is 
useless and futile with 
diminishing ranks. 

Making Apes 

All roads for many years, 
as now, have led to the city. 
Yet the speed, the noise, the 
mechanized life, and the 
artificiality of the city are 





making abject apes of many 
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who gO here. 
The devastatin 


bombings 
of industrial centers durin 

the late war have not taugh 

our planners a much needed 
lesson. The overloading pro- 
cess goes on in our already 
overcrowded and congested 


areas, while our villages 
languish and die. 

Whoever is responsible for 
this is not thinking of the 
harm that is being done to 
rural life nor the dire cal- 
amity that awaits the de- 
luded people in the urban 
maelstrom, should war again 
break over this continent. 

We are so forlorn now 
amongst the hills that pride 
of place has vanished, and 
with it the vital spirit and 
zest that kept things going. 
No one tries anymore to 
organize even a shindig or 
“kitchen sweat,” as they 
used to call the house par- 
ties of other days. Those who 
might go are not here. Those 
who are around, are dead 
from the knees down. 

Anyway the ordinary run 
of people have lost the art 
of entertaining themselves. 
They cannot play together. 
There is not much of the old 
spirit in praying together 
either. When they go to 
Church they just growl and 
mumble. And, of course they 
don’t work together .... 

But that is another story. 











Pure Love 
By Catherine de Vinck 











Father, give us today the 
purest love, 

That which never looks back 
upon itself, 

So forgetful that it never 
even troubles 

To ask “Why”? 

Give us today that love 
which is always above it- 

. Self, 

And always sees itself too 
lame and uncertain, 

Dressed as a servant, and 
asking for nothing 

But the repose and the pleas- 
ure of its Master. 

Thou knowest how easily we 
fall 

For daily, deathly joys. 

Thou knowest our fiery 
heart, 

Impatient and changing, 

Drunkenly tasting the wines 
of life, 

Always burnt out and always 
renewed, 

Tempted by glittering lights 
and shimmering waters; 
But also by the underground 

and the secret, 

By the nightly song of the 
earth, 

Filled with uncertain 
shapes; 

By the deep and the un- 
known, and the adventur- 
ous, 

By the small paths 

Where it is so easy to become 
lost 

Among the caressing hands 
of leaves. : 

Father, give us today the 
night of our heart, 

Darken it until at Thy call, 

Thine image alone appears 
within us. 

Give us today the purity of 
our heart 

So that we may be buried 





forever inside of Thee. 
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TONY AND ) MARTIN 


By Anthony 





Constable 





The autumn days were 
upon us, and our chaplain, 
Father Glennon began look- 
ing forward to a Christmas 
Mass for the boys. 

Calling together a group 
of us, encamped in Edmon- 
ton, he asked if we’d give 
some of our time, each week, 
for choir rehearsal. Thus a 
fairly good choir was in the 
making, one which promised 
the fulfillment of Father's 
Christmas dreams. Our pro- 
gress was rapid, but too good 
to last. Apparently the arm 
was never intended to build 
choirs for the Lord. 

“All boys at the base over 
one year, will soon be going 
North,” we heard. We _ ex- 
perienced dismay. One by 
one the boys left, and with 
their leaving, Father’s plans 
were shattered. 

Once again, perhaps due 
to my age, or the _ inter- 
cession of my friend, Blessed 
Martin de Porres, I was not 
moved from Edmonton. And 
now that my services would 
not be required for the 
Christmas Eve Mass, I began 
dreaming of a Christmas 
furlough. 

One evening, after Mass 
Father said to me, “Perhaps 
you can scrape up a choir 
from among your friends.” 


I had been asked to sing 
with the choir at Saint Al- 
phonsus’ Church and also 
the one at Saint Francis’, 
but the services of these 
choirs could not be obtained 
for our camp. 


Father had met with 
enough disappointment. I 
couldn’t let him down. I said 
that we would obtain a choir 
through the help of Martin. 
“I’m certain. hell come 
through for us,” I remarked. 
“He is always most generous 
when asked to do something 
that will add to the greater 
glory of God.” .-: 

The Italian Accent 


I was on my way to Saint 
Alphonsus’ when an elderly 
woman stopped me. She 
spoke with an Italian accent. 
Somewhat puzzled I return- 
ed the greeting, half won- 
dering if I had been mis- 
taken for someone else. The 
woman drew nearer and, 
with a big smile, said, “It is 
good to see an Italian boy 
in the United States Army. 
I’d like to make your ac- 
quaintance. I’m Mrs. Camil- 
lo.” She introduced a win- 
some young lady in her 20’s. 
“This is my girl Violette.” 

“Mother has been wanting 
to talk to you for some time,” 
said Violette. “She found out 
your name from one of the 
priests. She wants you to 
pay us a visit.” 

“T’d be delighted,” I said. 
But it was not until two 
weeks later that I got the 
opportunity. After walking a 
block or so, I asked a boy if 
he knew where the Camillos 
lived. “The girl that plays 
the accordion?” he = said. 
“Sure. I know her. Middle 
of the next block, Mister. 
Just keep going.” 


with a pleasant smile. “You 
must be hungry, come on I 
must get you something to 
eat,”’ she said. 
“I'd rather listen to some 
music,” I answered, spying 
a piano in the room. 
Soldiers Must Eat 

“Violette will play. But 
later. First you must eat.” 

Violette played the accor- 
dion, and she sang. She sang 
several numbers and then 
the “Ave Maria.” That al- 


y}most took my breath away! 


I learned then that she was 
aiming for the Metropolitan. 

“Would you like to hear a 
few numbers on the piano?” 
she asked. 

“T never tire of music,” I 
responded, “but how I do 
hope that you can play the 
organ!” 

“T can,” she said. “In fact 
I fill in at Saint Alphonsus.” 

I told her of Father’s 
plans. Without hesitating 
she agreed to undertake the 
task, and requested that I 
should bring Father along 
on my next visit. Father 
Glennon was almost speech- 
less when I broke the good 


,| tidings. 


For years, I had nursed a 
burning desire to hear 
Father Charles Coughlin’s 
Christmas lyrics sung at a 
Midnight Mass. He wrote the 
words to the tune of Brahm’s 
lullaby. So far I had not suc- 
ceeded, but this was my show 
and Martin’s, and when I 


mentioned it to Father Glen- 
non, he was overjoyed at my 
suggestion. I sent home for 
the little booklet, and soon 
Violette was rehearsing it 
along with the ‘Mass of the 
Angels,” she and a full dozen 
other young ladies. 
A Christmas Lullaby 

So far as I am concerned 
the Mass of the Angels never 
sounded more angelic. 

And then, at the last gos- 
pel, I listened to Violette’s 
voice raised in Father 
Coughlin’s touching words: 

“Shining bright, in the 

night, 
Twinkling stars are above 
Thee, 

“Hush, my Babe. 

Close Thine eyes—” 

I thank Blessed Martin a- 
gain every time I remember 
those ecstatic moments. 
Violette presented me with 
a recording of the Coughlin- 
Brahms lullaby before I left 
on my furlough. I could not 
have received a more preci- 
ous gift. 

Before I returned to Ed- 
monton I had the privilege 
of sleeping at Father Cough- 
lin’s rectory in Royal Oak. 
And I left there my most 
valued possession, the record 
Violette had made — Father 
Coughlin’s song to the new- 





born Infant. 


Mrs. Camillo greeted me 
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A Girl — A Nun 





(The young man who wrote 
this poetic little piece was 
impressed by a Russian girl 
who entered a convent not 
long ago. Her name, incident- 
ally—the beautiful name, the 
name mentioned in the Mass 
is Anastasia. Why the 
author left that to the editor 
to divulge we do not know. 
Why he doesn’t want us to 
mention his own name here, 
we don’t know either.) 





Her name was a beautiful 
one; not heard often today. 
It is mentioned in the Canon 
of the Mass. But even this 
name she offered God, upon 
her reception within the 
cloistered convent of a con- 
templative order. 

The convent was built 
near the rise of a gentle slope 
and fittingly hidden in a 
grove of Lombardy poplars. 

A few miles away another 
community sweated and 
toiled twelve hours a day, 


timed by factory whistles. 
To the mother of the new 
postulant the day of her 


daughter’s reception was 
frightening. The separation 
was too incisive. It seemed 


‘Ithat someone was tearing 


her beloved one out of her 
arms. The sensation was as 
if her arms were being torn 
away too. And yet the oblate 
wished it so. She wept. 

“T came not send peace, 
but the sword. For I came 
to set man at variance 
against his father, and the 
daughter against her 
mother, and the daughter- 
in-law against her mother- 
in-law. And a man’s enem- 
ies shall be they of his own 
household. He that loveth 
father or mother more 
than Me is not worthy of 
Me; and he that loveth son 
or daughter more than Me 
is not worthy of Me. And 
he that taketh not up his 
cross and followeth Me is 
not worthy of Me. He that 
findeth his life shall lose 
it: and he that shall lose 
his life for Me shall find 
it.” 

And through her tears she 
offered her daughter to the 
Father — and the eternal 
paradox of Christianity was 
made manifest. Not peace, 
but the sword. And yet, upon 








saying ‘Fiat!’, ‘Be it done 
unto me,’ there comes peace; 
that peace which the world 
cannot give. 

‘And he that shall lose his 
life for Me shall find it,’ and 
he that loveth son or daugh- 
ter more than Me is not 
worthy of Me.’ 

We surrender our will, our 
most fervent desire, our 
most beloved possession, and 
give it to God uncondition- 
ally, freely, and then — Alle- 
luia! the darkness and the 
sorrow goes out of our hearts 
and we are lifted up. 

And she saw her oblation 
anew: 


Clay in the Hand, 
Sculptress of self. 


Fleece of the Lamb, 
Mystical wife. 


Tongue for the Fire, 
Burning for us. 





(We are glad to be able to 
print this extraordinary and 
unique little piece. Perhaps 
we can coax the young man 
to write others as good, or 


half as good.) 











Blessed are the Peacemakers 
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The Eternal Guide 


By Grace N. Crowell 











Looking back along the 
years 

I can see the hand of God 

Leading me down every road 

That my feet have trod. 


I can see the long steep hills 

That I dreaded so to climb; 

Now I know He went with 
me 

Up them every time. 


And I find He walked with 
me 
dag I thought I walked 


one 

Through those far-off shad- 
owed, dark 

Valleys I have known. 


So today why should I doubt, 

And today why should I 
fear? 

Sometime I shall look and 
see 





A VALIANT PRIEST 
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rejoice. We are as certain as 
we wretched human beings 
can be, that his face too is 
shining in glory before the 
Lord; and we keep wanting 
to chant Te Deums instead 
of prayers for the dead. No 
dirges here. Only hymns of 
glory. 

If it was such joy to come 
back to God, to be ordained; 
how much greater joy it 
must have been to open his 
soul’s eyes suddenly on the 
beautiful face of Our Lady, 
and to know that she was, 
immediately, going to pre- 
sent him to her Son! 

Father Ferguson is dead. 











Even now God near. 


Alleluia! 
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